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locust trees, is an ox come home for the night;
yonder is a cow at a gate being milked by a
child. Light mountain-waggons stand about, and
the sun-burnt emigrants, who have just come in
from the prairies, thankful for shade and water,
sit under the acacias, and dabble their feet in the
running creeks.

More than all other streets, perhaps, Main
Street, as the business quarter, offers picture after
picture to an artist's eye; most of all when an
emigrant-train is coming in from the plains. Such*
a scene is before me now; for the train which we
passed in the gorge above Bear Eiver has just
arrived, with sixty waggons, four hundred bullocks,
six hundred men, women, and children, all English
and Welsh. The waggons fill the street: some of
the cattle are lying down in the hot, sun; the men
are eager and excited, having finished their long
journey across the sea, across the States, across
the . prairies, across the mountains ; the women
and little folks are scorched and wan; dirt, fatigue,
privation, give them a wild, unearthly look; .and
you would hardly recognise in this picturesque
and ragged group the sober Monmouth farmer, the
clean Woolwich artisan, the smart London smith.
Mule-teams are being unloaded at the stores.